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" But still,*' I urged, " even Julius Caesar managed to find
the time, and Alexander the Great, and Napoleon! "
At this juncture we were interrupted by the " lady of the
house," a short, thick-set, round-faced, big-eyed woman, young
and yet with the poise of middle age. She sat down and looked
at me with such insolent contempt that further conversation,
whether journalistic or artistic, was paralysed. Kemal said
something to her in Turkish and tried to show her the photo-
graphs of my work, but she would not look at them, emitted
a scornful chuckle and crossed her arms as if to say, " I wonder
how much longer she will remain."
I did not know that the lady in question was Kemal's bride-
to-be, not that this fact could justify or explain her extreme dis-
courtesy. I got up to go, but I made a last effort to secure the
Ghazi's head!
" If you would let me ... I will wait in Smyrna until you
can spare the time. ..."
He looked rather hopelessly around the room and said:
" Madame, je ne suis pas chez-moi" as if with the encourage-
ment of the " lady of the house," he might have consented.
She remained however, disdainfully silent and he added
conciliatingly:
" I will sit to you in Constantinople."
" But that's a long way off! " I exclaimed.
" Perhaps not so long/' he replied enigmatically.
And his blue eyes had a hard determination. Latif & Hanum
(for it was die) had captured this adamantine Trotzki, so well
worth capturing 1 That she did not succeed in keeping him, that
she lost him in the end, or rather, was publicly flung away by
him, was the price she paid. She certainly was unworthy of the
trophy. A woman of education and culture who represented
the advance guard of Turkish emancipation, she had a great
chance of playing a great part. Her arrogance and jealousy
alienated everyone with whom she came in contact. At the
end of three years, when the star of her fortunes set with the
rapidity of a comet, not an expression of sympathy was evoked
by her plight.

